FEBRUARY

THERE comes a day> often   in   February,
when you awaken to a    strange Sunday
stillness.   What day is it ? you ask yourself.
Surely it is Wednesday ?   Then why on earth. . . .
You part the curtains and see that the trees in
the square are puffed up with snow, the roads are
white, the iron railings are tipped with whiteness
an inch high.   A white fox-terrier  crossing  the
road seems a dirty yellowish colour.   You stand
for a moment entranced.   It is so still :  so silent,
stationary as those little snowscapes imprisoned in
glass globes which they sell in the Rue de Rivoli
and in Bournemouth.   It must have fallen over-
night.   You take down your Robert Bridges for the
pleasure of seeing snowflakes fall in words :

When men were all asleep the snow came flying
In large white flakes falling on the city brown,
Stealthily and perpetually settling and loosely lying,
Hushing the latest traffic of the drowsy town. . . .

The * unaccustomed brightness * is so strange.
If your bedroom curtains are of a light material
which permits the invasion of the dawn you will,
awakening earlier, have seen the white wonder
before the postman placed his Crusoe feet upon it
and led the way to mire.

You fed a childish desire to be out in it ; to see
London in ermine ; to smile at our bronze heroes
on whom the snow visits such indignities. The
first soft crunchings of your feet are a delight to
you ; it is fun to see how the drifts have been
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